The Doss House in Moscow

In the month of June he will have been fleeing down the rose-
hung hedges. The whole sky behind him flickered with the fires
of artifice and destruction. In a moment a black shadow passed,
and there was a rushing of steel wings. It has gone by5 but the
night air throbs with engines. They wheel and dip like swallows,
but the horror of their bones, or girders, is that they have no
feathers. It is flight without plumes.

At other times, in any street, in any town. The person who sits
silent in the doss house, and never speaks to anyone: who paid his
kopeck in the lodging house and stood, all night through, holding
to a rope, for this was cheaper than a bed. There were many such
in Moscow, by the fitful oil lamp. The ropes hung from the ceiling,
and they stood in different figures of fatigue and death, atrophied,
without movement, as though turned to wood, or was:, or stone.
They were bodies dropped down from the gallows when the
noose had slipped: bell ringers, overcome by death, in an infernal
belfry: tormented demons: the tortures of Sisyphus or Tantalus:
Prometheus, lashed to his rock, and devoured by vultures: all in a
common lodging house. In the morning; Ah! what a dawn! to un-
clasp sore hands, blistered with the rope, to lift the dreadful load
of limbs and body, and stumble into the greyness, still watched
by the street lamp with its promise for to-night, and to-morrow
night, and many more. Night prisons of the workhouse or the
casual ward. It is better to pay tuppence or threepence, or a
Jtopeck, than to work for this. How many have slept on the Em-
bankment and have known linen sheets again! There are old
railway arches, disused bridges, which have become dormitories
for tramps.

A tramp's riviera, in their own words, exists on the beaches of
the lie St. Louis, in the Seine. It is easy to lean on the parapet of
the quai and look down upon them. This is what we see on a
spring morning, even in January or February, when there is an
hour of sun. I saw them in the former month of 1939. The sensa-
tion is that of peering down into a bear pit. This Is the tramp's
Lido, and it catches all the sun. Some twenty to thirty tramps,

centre of a great crowd, and who was reputed in the town to be the Wandering
Jew, appeared either at Santos or at Para, in Brazil, soon after 1920, I remem-
ber the letter of an eye witness in, I believe, the Saturday Rmm of those
years, but have lost the reference.  It is time he was seen again.
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